The Triangle	31
grill. Jan eyes a carpet sweeper as though it were an unexploded
bomb. The prospect of boiling an egg unnerves her. We've invested
a fortune eating in restaurants.
Jan and I just don't know how to get the proper mileage out of
money. I gave up a teaching career and went into selling, which
I heartily dislike, because I wanted Jan to have the best and real-
ized we simply couldn't make it on a teacher's salary. At the mo-
ment I must be averaging $600 a month, but I have nothing in re-
serve. Jan fritters away her earnings on clothes and personal stuff.
Half the time I've had to pay her tuition, which is fair enough at
that It seems ironic now, but I urged Jan to enter college. In fact,
I suggested her courses of study. In my college days my major
interest was juvenile delinquency. To show you what a dope a
man can be, I cheered Jan when she and Michael teamed up on
their project for underprivileged kids.
Jan is good with children, other people's children. If we had
been lucky enough to have a family of our own—I've always wanted
children—I'm sure none of this would have happened.
Hoyt Summers was wrong in assuming that the lack of children
was solely responsible for his troubles, But he was right when he
surmised that Michael's appearance on the scene was not the basic
cause of his marital problems.
Jan and Hoyt simply had no real marriage. Legally husband and
wife, they were living in two quite separate worlds. Jan was de-
voting nearly all of her thoughts and energies to her college studies
and activities. Hoyt was expending his thoughts and energies upon
a selling job, which he loathed. Yet Hoyt and Jan Summers pos-
sessed the common interests and the ability to communicate that
Dick and Andrea Weymer had lacked. Their trouble was that they
spent too little time together. Jan had far more in common with
Hoyt than she had with Michael, a young man whose background
and upbringing were foreign to her own.
Neither Jan nor Hoyt had put forth sufficient effort to sustain and

